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Mr Dear Mr. C 1 have now been

nearly a week in the Eternal City, and aui

beginning to feel at home, and comparatively j
at re-t. We are most pleasantly situated in
tho Corso. near the Piazza del Papula, & sunny
slid ai»» H*** wkndi ait* imputation of !
perfect healthiness.
Ancient Rome as yet affects me with a singular

gloomy wonder I gate about me sadly,
ither than eagerly. I am too awe-struck to 1

be curious. We spent one day among the
'

ruin-. and though the sunshine was brilliant j
is that of June, and tho breath of wild roses

*.i- ;4il >at i'u the Holt liir, that uay wua to me ,

.ne of shadows and sadness Could all the |
-cnsliine that ever streamed out of heaven ,

m ike festal brightness in the mighty circle of (

the Coliseum, thronged, as it is, to the eye of ,

the-spirit, with dark visioHS of fear and horror, (

of tierce tight and deadly encounter, brutal f

ferocity and diabolical cruelty ! The blood of ]
innumerable martyre seems yet rising front ^

tiyonce trampled and gory arena, a cloud be- t
f~us and the beautiful skies. What a |

terrible power has a place like this over the t

imayinatwin! 1 there beheld not alone the half- (

sickening, half-intoxicating scones of ancient ,

jj ftdismrial combat; but, as I stood near one of #
the ruined passages, by which the wild beasts. ]
ages on ages ago, wore driven, mad with rago j
and hunger, from their black, subterranean
dam inb' the noon-tide blaze of the amphi- i

theatre. I iuvoluntarily listeued to hear them
roaring and hounding beneath me. I involunta- j
rilt lookeJ. to sec them leaping into the arena,
with eyes a-tiame and jaws a-gape. I listened M

to hear the first shriek of the Christian vie- (
tuns, and the mad yells, the applauding up- .

nar, of the heathen spectators. 1 seemed to see |
the tiger burying his claws deep in the whito j
bnom of the maiden, and the fierce leojtard M

playing with the mangled child, oro devouring
it. 1 seemed to see the gray-haired old man £
and the dark-haired youth, after a vain, t
brief struggle with their terrible foes, rent in r

,.ieces and. more tearful and pitiable still, fair ,

patrician dames looking on through all, with t

cairn, unblenched faces, and young peasant
maidens clapping their brown hands, while
the long thunders of acclamation rolled round
the vast amphitheatre.

Here, as at the prisons of thb Inquisition at

Avignon. I exulted over the ruin about me

with joy unspeakable. Yet what a melancholylesson does this chance coupling of these
two places present! The one is the scene of
the open, cruel, yet speedy martyrdom of the
earliest Christians, under a bloody pagan
power.the other the scene of the secret,
bIow, infernally ingenious torture of Christians.by fellow Christians! Could the martyrswho suffered hero have foreseen these
thiaii; have seen priests, in the place of beasts,
.rending and racking, and disembowelling, to the
sound of pious chants, instead of fierce shouts,
and in the name of the merciful Jesus, instead
of that of relentless Jove.could they have
foreseen those bitterer than heathen mockeries,those bold blasphemies of the Most High
(iod, written by priestly bands, in the blood of
His children, would they have met the madAnod beasts of the arona with such superhuw.mserenity, such sublime faith, suffered with
such divine endurance, "triumphed o'er death,
and ascended to <*od."

W'e descended into tbo Catacombs by the
usi.al entrance, at the church of San SebastianThese subterranean refuges of the early
1,11 mn.hi- mi- nKicfu must meiancnoiy, ais- jmil, awful places. We were conducted by a eJirty and miserable Franciscan friar, looking, K
in the coarse brown dress of his order, as £though he had burrowed for u life-time in tthose low, dark passages. t
We each bore a torch, yet never, I assure a

you, ventured to diverge from the way taken 1
by our guide, or to fall more than a yard or 1
two behind liiin. He led us through a gloomy I
and bewildering labyrinth, vault after vault, t
jia-.snge opening on passage, chill chambers of e
death, int riiiiualilo halls of night, where our i

torches seemed to struggle with the heavy air, e
Mid u, tfcst faint and tearful gleams into the
profound depths of that ancient darkness. He t
showed us chapels and rude shrines, and everv- t

where sepulchres, hollowed from the soft rock. 1
A* you kntiw, the Catacombs unco formed a n
vast under ground cemetery; but since the t
Christianuation of Rome, most of the bones t
of ihe martyrs who perished here have been t
removed to less humble tombs in the churches. «

Many are kejit in costly cabinets and shrines, t
as precious and holy relics. I shall never for- t
get a group of graves, pointed out to me in r
oue of the ch:t|>el-. They were those of a fa- t
ther. mother, and two children. I involuntarilyexclaimed.11 Merciful Heaven! what a iplace fur children 1Poor Iambs! what won- tdor that they would not stay in this chill and *sunles- abode, but -nun sought the ' green pas- ttores" and the ' still waters" of the GoodShepherd Perhaps, when thpy were first ibrought-here, they wondered and ipiestioned 'why the morning was so long in coming; per- vliajis, when they were dying, they cried pite- Ioualy for the sunshine, the (lowers, and thepleasant grass Perhaps they died in utter jlarkn- and the mother only knew when the icherub soul had escaped from its double prison- Iiioiiho ,vn(j uM-t-ndflii to the upper brightness, |by feeling tho little body grow stiff and cold iagainst her desolate bosom. 1
Ail said before, these graves have beenvitb'd and the hones of the niithful Christians '

and the sacred vessels which held the blood of
Martyrdom, and stood in little niches near these 1
graves, have l>eeu borne away to cathedrals '
and monasteries, while the names rudely carved '
' a l i »

.ttvc oeen enrolled among the fti lie t saint* of the Church. But who shallcollect and en-brine the bonee lying in the
*KT.<t dungeons and towers of the Inquisition ? tW hat hold and pious hand could there havecaught and treasured the hlood which dripped 11iroiu the wheel, or sploshed against the walls Jol the oubliettes ' When shall the saint*, who 11there suffered iu secret and died in extrwaest c
anguish, receive their canonization ? *
W e drove past that proud tomb which has»'tcd the single name of a woman, annd the "

stonus o| centuries, above the destruction ofempire*, uud the convulsions of a thousand "
*ars Little could Cecilia Metella have dream- ["d that the inscription on the toiuh raised byUiipve, or pride, above her duet, would stand j^aitl^ar when the language in which it was '

*been silenced over the whole face 11

ol the eaitv'1.l*,e tomb iteelf would re- 1

wain unleveii^ almost unbroken, when Home v

had l**o tongufi*'*1 in ruin- wb«n tlie smiling h

country about hw-had become a wild wast*.
shell her race had i?iu>keii away out of all reuiembraoeeof the glory aud power which once
dtualed and ruled the world.
We also drove tiling the tomb-burdened 'I

A>,i,i*n Way, where »me recent excavations
Wt US down several fem on to the very stones ii
ovsr which the chariot) of Koman conquerors ft
mce rolled, and the tr^js of the Empire and v
the Consulate often swfc, in ail the splendid i.

poiup and indent prulif victory. Thick, on d
either aide stood broke*ad ntied tombs, and v
tbe black tottering w# of house*.every- o"

here dead desolation * decay Looking £

if)ITTPIniii
<*. BAltEl

)fl to the left, the eye grew weary in following
idles 011 miles of ruined aqueducts Amid the
iestruction around, you wonder to see so much
>f these grand works yet standing, and you
ilmost expect to see them go down before your
light, arch after arch.
The grotto over the fountain of fcgeria in an

.ntcrosting hit of ruin, though Gripped of its
rich marbles, and every way dilapidated. Of
the Temple of Bacchus there remains enough
U> suggest a faint vision of pillared and sculpturedbeauty. But what a wilderness of ruin
are the Batlis of Caracalla! The longer you
wander among these stupendous remains, the
more you are amazed hy tho conceptions they
give you of tho l>euuty and grandeur of those
vast temples of pleasure, in which the Kouian*
reveilcd like goon, and in whose voluptuous atmosphereHome's destruction ripened Against
the black walls, and among tho broken pillars,
! found roses in luxuriant bloom and this remindedme that here the poet Shelley wrote
his " Protnetheus Unbound.''
The lofty dome of the Pantheon opens towardheaven in almost its first grandeur, defyingthe devastations of Time Its beautiful

[lavement seems yet little worn by the tread of
irmuinl>ered generations, and the majestic pillarsof its portico hear up grandly under the
weight of more than eighteen centuries. The
itteinpt to christianize the Pantheon, and like
[daces in Rome, hy the introduction of altars
ind shrines, glaring pictures and bedizened
ii .tnAM of saintu haw in mv oTtinion siirnaliv
'ailed. Their character remains sternly and
jbstin&tely pagan. The ghosts of the dead
h itiee tiit around them still. They are forever
jaunted by the sensuous, voluptuous, imperious,
nagnitioent, old Roman spirit. Amid the stern

limplieity of these sublime ruins, the taste involuntarilyresents the accessories And parades
if the theatrical Catholic worship, as it might
lome monstrous anachronism in poetry or art.
Kven the crosses and shrines in the Coliseum
teem hut pious impertinences, and the arrogant
riumphiug of a new faith and 1 own That 1
ind it iin|Hissihle to see the diminutive soldiers
md effeminate priests of to-day in the Forum,
>r the ruined temples of the old heroes and divinities,without a desire to have them swept
jway. and their places tilled by stalwart folowersof Mars and manly worshippers of
love.
Among the most interesting antiquities of

iome are the Columbaria, on the Appiun Way.
fhese subterranean tombs are so called, from
heir consisting of tier on tier of niches, like
ligeon-holoe, where the ashes of the dead are
itored.some in classic urns, but most in round
>arthen receptacles, with covers, very like preieivo-potsor pickle-jars. You can thrust your
laud into almost any one of these, and bring
t up full of the ashes and bony fragments of
omebody, or something. In these economical,
;regarious sepulchres, were deposited all that
tood tire of the slaves and iuferior officers of
he imperial and princely houses. Over every
licho is an inscription, and beside many of the
.. .j . i«. ...,i o o~..,n r,,r
nun nuu jam a mui|i UIIU o. »"»

containing wine.
The grandest view I have yet had of the

city and surrounding country was from the
ower of the Capitol. There it lay beneath
no, in one vast, magnificent circle. Rome !
dome! the fact that I am indeed in its midst,
vhich seems to come to and pass from my mind
n a sort of ebb and How of realization, broke
jpon me then almost overpoweringly.

" No more the dream, tho longing.
Tho pilgrim strays at last

Amid thy haunted tampion,
Thou city of tho past,

Whose eagles once made dnrkness
Where'er their wings unfurled.

Whose soven hills propped a gloryThat domed tho ancient world.
I wTote those linos some time laiit yeur, for

mother.little dreaming what a few months
vould bring forth for mo. Almost prophetic
hey seemed when I stood on that high tower,
ind looked down on those soven hillH, on the
rellow Tiber, on the Tarpeian Rock, on tho
Pantheon, tho Coliseum, tho nohl© arches of
Constantino, Titus, and Septimus Sevorus.on
he beautiful ruins of the temples about the
Porum, and the dark mass of crumbling ma-

ionry, oi unmsiinguisnaoio iragmenis 01 eoiimns,rvr< ho«. un.l vaults, called, as though in
litter mockery of greatness, the Palace of
he Caesars. With these mingled, yet forever
listinct, was modern Rome, headed hy that
lonsoorated wonder and splendor of the world,
it. Peter's. Out beyond the city walls our

niger gaze was directed to plains and mounttins,and ancient places, whoso names were fauiliaras school-house words.Latium, Ktruria,
he Camp of Hannibal, the Sabine Hills, the
klban Mount, Fraseati, Tusculum, and far
iway over the desolate campagnu. Tivoli. But
soon turned from the distant to the near, and
ooked long and thoughtfully down upon the
'orum and the Coliseum, once the point of
he highest architectural sj#endor the world
sould boast. Soou from those glorious fragnentsand colossal intimations my mind graspidlarge conceptions of Rome's proudest times.
I'he broken arches of the Coliseum seemed to
111 out again, and the vast amphitheatre to
inclose its shouting thousands. The fallen and
luricd columus about the Forum seemed to
irise from the dust, and range themselves in
heir old accustomed places. Priests and vesalswined ministering at sculptured altars,
<i u'Kinh thn lonir.liiiniKhpil 1)ft/I il<«.
" " » 'v"6
tended. The warlike brothers sat curbing
heir fierce steeds.Vestu in her white purity,
md Minerva in the culm majesty of wisdom,
it'M»d again boforo their worshipers, and Jupiersat siiblimo in his ancient temple.
And the host of the historical recollections

>f Rome.the mcnltlirs of battles, and triimphs,and sieges, and revolutions.how they
itonued upon the heart! Scenes in the victo ious.disastrous, splendid and guilty reigns of
iier Kmperors, the countless tumults and indirectionsof her republics, seemed to pas<
before me. I saw the Forum now surging
with an usseinbled populace, excited to frenzy
[>V the words of some powerful orator, now

brilliant with some sacred festival, now gorgeouswith the triumphal course of au army
returned from foreign complects, the victorious
leader standing, laurel-crowned, in his chariot,
Followed by captives in chains, and slaves bear
ng spoil; and now 1 beheld it overrun with
barbariau hordes, slaying, pillaging, and deitroying,till the night closed in blood and
lame.
Over that Via Sacra, how many of those

whom the world counts among her immortals,
rave walked ! Horace, and Virgil, and Cicero,
ind Catullus, and Brutus, and Ciesar, and
Vlark Antony, arid Cato, and Coriolanus, uud,
t may l»e, Peter and Paul.
The ' chaste Lucrctia" must have trod

hose stones, and HrutUN's heroic Portia; the
nohle Volumnia," the high-souled Cornelia,
mil the hapless Virginia. The stern Virginiusrassed here daily, and near hy he struck down
i base tyrant through the tender heart of his
ihild.surely the grandest sacrifice to freedom
ind virtue in the annals of time.

I have thought beat to reserve all I have to
ay of modern Rome, for other times. As yet,have comparatively little interest in thingsiround me not belonging to the remote past.hat sepulchre of the old glory of this lovelyand. So my letter goes forth to-day a sad
hing from the midst of shadows.flies to youike a rook from ruins. Hoping that you will
iot much longer l>e content with the descripionsand impressions of others, least of all
vith mine, but come and see, and feel for yourelf.and drink in the classic and poetic atmopliersof Rome.I remain, as over,

Yours, Grace Greenwood.

La Fayette, Indiana, Dec. 8, 1852.
Vo the Editor of the National Era :

1 perceive, by many expressions of sentimsnt
a the Era, that there is a strong feeling in
svor of continuing our efforts in the Anji-Slaerycause, or, in other words, oommenoing our
>cxt Presidential campaign now. 1 am deoiledlyin favor of this measure, not, however,
k ith the high hopes of success in the election
f our candidates, eipressed by many of our
r.cnds nevertheless, active organised effort

rna1
!, EDITOR AND PROP]

WASHINGTO
throughout the coming four years must do grea
good in many ways. Our work is of a ditter
ent character from that of tho old parties. I
consists in the persevering, forcible imprcKsioiof right principles upon tho minds of the com

munity. rather than in any particular rush o

holding great conventions, raising poles, am
the like. We should hare a snitable mini he
of local papers established, and well supportei
by advance pay on all subscriptions. Thes
publications, together with the National papen
being generally taken by our friends, shoul
K.i lnon 11/1 nn.l iliuf riluifnil f/i Alif kll/itiWO u U ITtlU'l
a# possible, thereby giving all an opportunit
to note the doings of Congressmen and other
in office.
While I am upon the subject of publications

allow me to make a few suggestions in regar*
to the National Era. It appears to mo tha
you can afford to put your price for single sub
seribers at $1.50, and then do quite well at tin
business. 1 see what you have said in you
paper of the 25th tilt.; still, your reasons do no
seem conclusive that the price should uot b
lowered 50 cents. Your subscription list, uid
ed by cheap postage, would undoubtedly b<
much increased, perhaps enough to nearly oi

quite make up for the loss on reduction of price
Your local agents would probably, iu fewer in
stances, charge the commission, and even tha
might be lowered. Your iocreased circulatioi
would uot materially injure the local paper*
In regard to tho matter of the Era, many o

your subscribers aro of the opinion that its ex
tensive usefulness might be increased by omit
ing the fictitious reading, and, instead thereof
substituting & more extended attention to tin
moral and religious branches of our enterprise
We think there is a sufficiency of fact and ar

gument, having a direct hearing upon the well
being of mankind, for this life and that whicl
is to come, to fill your sheet profitably, with
out resorting to the imagination of any ro
mance-writer. A large proportion of youi
readers are professed Christians.members <>:
different religious denominations in which sla
very is permitted many of them are sincerely
Anti-Slavery, but have not had their attention
particularly called to church action. They
scarcely seem to realize the fact that their own
Christian brethren, with whom they are in
church-fellowship, aro actually holding, anc

claiming the right to hold, other members of the
same Christian body, as slaves. We think tht
Anti-Slavery oause cannot triumph in the Gov
eminent while slaveholding is jieruiitted in tin
principal churches of the nation. If this posi
tion is correct it becomes necessary to carry
forward the religious branch of our enterprise
oven in case it were only to accomplish a polit
ical regeneration. Your position bciug neutra
as to religious denomination, gives you un op
portunitv to labor with good effect in this di
rection, and it is to fie hoped that duty may
appear plain.

truly yours, for all righteous reform,
I. F.

Wo are willing to hear suggestions of al
sorts from our friends.and then we must hi
regulated by our own judgment.

In relation to the price of the Era, we kuov
what it costs to print it, and have fixed ou:

terms accordingly. We can make no change
Our club terms are as liberal as we can afford
As it respects the character of the readinj

in the paper, we have had the advantage of ai

experience of some seventeen years Wore wi
- j. » a. v> i: iu.. t:

u» uuuuuuv iin: r^/u iiuum uni£ uj tin? nutiunn n

our correspondent, it might be a very usefu
paper, but its subscription list would go dowi
below zero. Some of us like dry discussion.
somt* are always incpiiring, cut bono ?.more art

disposed to mingle the useful with the agree
able. We do not edit a paper for philosophers
or divines, or politicians, or statesmen, alone
but far the People.albeit there may be some

thing in it even for those respectable classes.
As to fiction, wo had thought that the put

lication of Uncle Tom's Cabin would forove
silence objoction on that score That work <

fiction, in our opinion, has done more for fret
dura, tlimi all itie syllogisms on the subjoc
that have appeared in our paper. Man is
being of taste and imagination, and aflfeotiom
as well as logic.and ho who would gain at

cess to him only through one faculty, has mil
apprehended his constitution, and the ways r

God..Ed. Era.

THE CHILDREN OF LIGHT:
A Thtmio for tho Times Hy Caroline Cliosubro', at

thor of " Jsa, a Pilgrimage," Ac. Now York Pal
lisbed by Kodftold. Washington sold by Tayli
1 Maury. Ono vol., 374 pp.
This is certainly an ambitious title ; and w

see nocongrnity between tho title and tho con
tents of tho hook, which, like /.*a, seems de
signed to show forth the wretchedness of womai
uuder the present conditions of society. Thi
ouiry in n very Himpie one, ana ih oui mo inrea<
on which to string the sentiments of tho author
Asia Phillips, the heroine, is a poor orphan
educated by the charity of Mr. Maderon, witl
his two daughters, and whose life is spent it
taking care of a poor blind uncle and a half
idiot aunt. She is full of talent, and, like 1st!
in the Pilgrimage,.of original and hold ospiru
tions. She is described, "an Amazonian in
stature, which seemed to her tho only fitting
tabernacle for tho spirit that was in her to
dwell in. * * * There was a lofty pride
in the expression of her strange black eyes-.a
piercing, penetrating power, that was not to
be gainsaid. In the very fulr^Vof life she
must live, if it all Fettered as^^pow was

she might exist, hut such an existOTce as she
would scorn to call lile." And this is a specimen

of the intensified style of muoli of this
work.
There is in this book, a* in Isa a priest o(

Nature."the world's prophet of a new and
better Covenant^' page 306, whose rhapsodies
are given at length on pages 266 to 278. Ho
deems " tho universe of hooks as a stupendous
monument, that proclaims the stupendous ignoranceand folly of the race page 270 But
we are told by him, for our encouragement,
there is a ' better time " coming, " when men,
rejuvenated, regenerated, will no hmM^wurshipideal Man, (referring to JftsusVKbeforealluded to in this paragraph.) buFTnstead,
the Truth, Natohk".page 273.

Asm, the heroine, is seducod by a cousin ol
the Maderons, a young lawyer, who marries
Blanche, whereupon Asia seeks to drown her.
self, and is saved by Vesta and with this event
the DOOK Closes.

!o order that our reader* may understand
Miss Chesebro's views ot marriage, we give an

extract from a letter written by the lady alio
marries Borland, the Priest of Naturo. The
letter ia too long to be copied entire:

" I never answered this, child.-yea, ' child !'
for I'm older than you, and to-day am to marry
a teacher!.but this morning, as you will nee,
1 cannot avoid doing so. You meant by 'love'
that mystery which ban to do with marriage,
the problem which matrimony endeavors to

solve; and therefore the query and the longing
Jou express do you honor. Yet 1 l>el to day
ow full and immonnoly significant the word

'love' ia It is more than all other words to
me. It is the essence of all language. I am

not oontent that the word should be monopolisedby ooe idea. Yea to make the matter

short, and bring us to a climax, I do believe
love to lie the ultima tkult ol' a woman's existence.But reootleet, by love, I apprehend the
God-word. Nobler spirit thau a lover's, more

exalted and dignifying * crown name, could

TON
RIETOR; JOHN O. WHIT

N, THURSDAY, DECI
t never be given to man or woman. Marriage.being one of the institutions established I»yt (ion the Love, is, therefore. 1 honorable' and
a holy.' But by no means doe* it follow that
- marriage- is the embodiment or altsorbing prinftriple of love. Not even on this day do 1 thinki it i8 so. No thought, or relation, or form, esrtablished among human beings, can absorb orJ be that divine principle. Since love is the greate reality or fact of the Highest.ince Lovo cre«,ated, redeemed, upholds, and naves us.thei heart of man or woman can surely glow withh no higher, or nobler, or purer emotion Should
y not that be the ultima thult of a woman's exhistence, the very watchword of her life tvhinK 1

in the conqueror of Death, uud the reality of
,, that blewedness which lies beyond death ? ()
J Vesta, darling, take not thin holiest word from
t iny lips. thin highest thought from my heart, or
i- 1 am indeed powerless, dumb, and dead! "

9 We could wish the talents of Miss theaebro
^ were demoted to teach better things than we

lind in tlCis book but wo rost in the full aasur.anee of faith, that a loving wife, with a group
e of children arouud her knees will never sigh
r for a wider sphere of usefulness mid happiness

than her own fireside. Indeed so strong is our
, conviction of this great and, i jst truth, that we
i would respectfully urge hi** Ohesebro", and

all who sympathize with her, to bring this
1 matter to the instant test of experience *

For the National Era
3 A 8T0HY OF D0UE8TIC LIFE.
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CHAP V.Continued
Her father was in the hall when she re.turned home.

t
" Why, child," he said, "how could you venfturo out in the storm 1 It is the most iuipru.dent thing I ever hoard of."

r
' Fanny sent for me," she answered.
" I forgot about that.how did you findI her?"
Much bolter than 1 expetoed; she talked

with me a long time ; but I suppose she is very
[ low, notwithstanding Mrs Allward told mo

, that the Doctor said she could uot last more
, than a lew days, at farthest."

' Poor Fanny! it makes me sad to think of
, her," said Mr. Lindloy " Do you make haste
. and change your wet things, or we shall have
r you sick, too."

Graco obeyed, and iu the quiet of her own
. room thought over what had passed; but reIflection was of no service to her. She could
. form no conclusions, make no resolves Mean.while it grow dark, and she was summoned to
r tea.

" Say that I have a headache, Calista, und
prefer to remain here or, stay, perhaps a cup
of tea will do me good. 1 will come in a few
minutes."

She was quiet aud abstracted during the
) meal.

" You look really ill, dear," said her mother,
r kindly ; ' the weather was very bad to-day,

and 1 am afraid you have taken oold There
r is a little tire kindled in your room, and 1 think

you had l>etter go to bed immediately."
I. Grace withdrew, glad of any exouse for being
r alone Seated by the bedside, she leaued her
! burning forehead on the pillow, and strove to

collect her scattered thoughts into some dcti

1 sent for liiui ; and, if mo, what hope wan left I
Sho tried to compose herself, by thinking that
perhaps a frienu had called for him or it
might he a message on business.he often went
out in the evening hut it was in vain. Unable
longer to endure suspense, she went down,
hoping to learn from her mother the cause of

i his absence Mm. I.uidluy had retired for the
night; sho had heen unwell all day, Calista
said, and, as the evening went on, felt too ill
to sit up. Grace was obliged to return, nnsatiittied and anxious

"It is all settled now,' she said, with a desiperate effort at calmness. " If Fanny has sent
for him, it is too late to h^lp it." She took up
a honk, and tried to read, but always between
her eyes and the page came the vision of a

pale, wasted girl, tolling in a low voice her
story of wrong and falsehood, while a stern
man sat by, and listened in austerest silence.*
The hours wont on ; the clook struck late

into the night, and still Grace watched and
waited
At last there was a sound, as of a key grating

' in the lock Yes, her father had come.she
heard his stops along the hit!! and on the stair-
case.they neared hot MM.

Another moment, and the door oiiened.he
was there One look at his face told that he
know all. and with a choking terror in her
breath she sunk hack in the chair. i

Nothing like a scene followed that despair-
IIIJ^ nnoilt i:.wimil |inipio oin ill r«j m;m,( vurj
make no parade of their emotion.they do not
vent their anger or their grief in well-turned
sentences.few words suffice their need. So it
was now.
Graco remained motionleee, her eye* fixed

on the ground, her whole nature concentrated
into ahaine and U fror Hur father looked at
her, and hie face grew more cold and stern,

" Grace," he said, and at the words her
heart gave a sudden leap, " 1 have heard
strange things to-night: Fanny was not terri1tied by your parting words, it seems, and she
has told me all.your marriage.your correspondence.everything.She did her best to
excuse you.to make your fault appear pardonable.hutit was a difficult task, and neededmore skill than she possessed. 1'erhatw you
could handle the subject inore successfully

(trace looked at him iu wonder this was not
what she expected.

" I hare been gone a long time," he continued:"you must hare found it tedious, waiting
here alone. It is as well, however; you are alreadyup, aud can proceed immediately to
packing your trunks The Cumberland stage
goes through at three o'clock to-morrow morningor this morning, rather.I hare engaged
your passage in it Mere is money sufficient to
take you to N ufor that, your husband
will cure for you no doubt. I will he at your
door ten minutes before the time and shall ex-

pect to find you entirely ready."
He left the room.Grace sat stubbed with

astonishment. Could this lie all'
No, he was returning.perhaps he had rejhinted.if he only would reproach her! only

show some fueling 1 '
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" Vou need oot see your mother,'' he eai«i. " I

can give her your adieu. You can at leant affordto leave tier in the enjoyment of the lant
peaceful rent ehe ie likely to know " He turnedaway, hut Grace nprunir forward and threw
herself at his feet in an agony of supplication.
"You can rise," wan the soie reply. " I have

sense enough left to cast the viper from nie
when 1 feel its sting.''
Two hours later, Grace moved at her father's

side along the silent street.a porter followed
with the trunks. Before the stage-house stood
the Cumtierland coach, its lamps burning dimlythrough the misty air.the driver was uponthe l>ox.
An ostler brought out the steps, and. with

his aid, Grace entered the ponderous vehicle
The driver oracked his whip, the coach rolled
heavily away, and the stern father walked
homeward through the darkness and the fallingraiu.

CHAP. VI.
The set to which Henry Seymour had the

honor of belonging, and in which lie shone conspicuous.consisted of a iiumtssr of uncommonly"fast"' young men, who lived freely and
played high, who were connoisseurs in wine
and horses. and exquisite* iu drosi, arid whose
society, moreover. wa> exceedingly congenial to
a jhtmou of his tastes and habits
One of these gentlemen, a Mr. Bradshawe,

gave a magnificent champagne sup|>er on the
occasion of some groat triumph in the bettingline. Among the choice spirits who surroundedthe festive board was Grace's husband. It
was growing late; the wine had circulated
freely, and its influence was beginning to be
felt among the company, who passed rapidly
from good-fellowship to uproarious merriment
Henry Seymour was in the midst of a bacchanalsong, a true Dithyranibic, in which he was
accompanied by the cheers of his auditors,
when a knock at the door cuusod a moment's
cessation in thoir mirth.
"A message for Seymour," reported Mr.

Bradshawe, who had risen to learn the cause of
the interruption.

' A message for me," thought that gentleman,with anxious recollection of the unpaidbills in his pocket There was no duu in waiting,however ; it was only a servant belonging
to the hotel. The relief he experienced ut the
eiclit of the familiar face was vorv irreat

nite aim or purpose. At one time, she would
f almost resolve to confess all. und entreat her
1 parents' forgiveness ; but ever iu the way stood
1 those deceitful words, "He is all to me now

that he ever will he/' What madness it wanned
to have uttered thorn! Yet she had even con5gratulated herself on that one hold stroke,
which had silenced her father's inauiriex. and
warded from her a!! susr.oiob If it wore not
for that nil)|;li' falsehood But bow oould she

' acknowledge that I No.it wan impossible.
But, again, what if Fanny should betray her ;
if her father should know all, without her inktervoution! She would then havo not even the

r merit of repentance. Vet, after all, it might
I he that her last words had frightened Fatifly

out of her purpose and in that case, all would
he well. It would ho a great pity to lay her*

t self ojien, by a hasty confession, to the contempt
a and ungor which she felt assured would I*) her

povtiun when Lho truth was known Fanny
' cannot last long," she thought; " the Doctor

said only a few days; and when she is gone,
there is no danger. It is hotter to wait.yes,

>f I will wait." A feeling of horror came over
hor at the idea of thus speculating on her
friend's death hut she banished it, l^y rememberingthat it mado no difference about the
mutter ; Fanny would uot die a day sooner in
consequence; and, at any rate, it was no more
than natural that she should think of her own

interest.
While hIio sat thus, trying to reconcile to her

e judgment.not her conscience.the course she
i- had resolved upon, the hull door opened; voices

were heard, uud a moment afterward her
fat hor passed out; she knew his step, as it
echoed on the pavement. A feeling of despairII came over hor: she was sure that Fanny had

" What do you want with me, WilliamV ho
inquired."

" Please stop out into the hall, sir. There s
a lady that wants to see you in the hack parlor,and she sent word to have you oomo as
soon as you oould.a young lady, sir. and very
pretty."
"Who tho deuce can it he, at this time of

uight!" thought Seymour, on his progress
down tho stairs.
A woman, sitting hy a window of the hack

parlor, turned as ho entered ; the light of a

lamp on the tahlc fell full upon her features, and
ho recognised his wife.
"Why, Grace!'' lie exclaimed, in unmixed

astonishment, " what in the world brought you
here?"

Grace had felt, throughout her journey, a

dread of informing Seymour of tho state of affairs;she had an instinctive knowledge that
he would bo amazed, perhaps angry with her.
This greeting did not tend to reassure her; she
trembled visibly, and some minutes passed heloreshe found courage to reply. Seymour sat
down by her he talked gently and softly, and
hy degrees drew from her tho history of tho
last few days.
"Good Heavens!" he cried, as the full extentof the misfortune broke upon him, "frloit

fools we were! We might have known how it
would end of course, such a thing could never
bo kept secret!"

Poor Grace.thrust forth by her father, this
wa> the welcome she received from her husbandUnder ordinary circumstances she
might have given a haughty and detiant answer;hut now, ovorooino hy fatigue and distressof mind, all pride was forgotten ; she
leaned her head on the edge of a table near at
hand, and hurst into unrestrained weeping.
Soymour was softened hy her tears
"My darling Grace,'' ho said, "you must

not pay any attention to my hasty words, i
sincerely beg your pardon. The fact is, I am
in a very awkward position, and 1 don't know
which way to turn. There is not even a place
where wo can talk the matter over any one in
the hall could hear every word we say. Then
those fellows up stairs are expecting me every
moment I'll tell you what to do," ho added,
after some reflection, "you must stay hero anA
amuse yourself as well as you can.it is so late
that you will not he interrupted.1 will oxouse

myself to Hradshawe, and come hack as soon as

possible. I cannot leave abruptly, as it would
excite observation, and that would spoil everything."

"I hope you will not leave me here, alone,"
said Grace, timidly. "Ifyou kuewwhut a look
that servant gave me when I asked for you 1

Oh, Henry. I feel so insulted, so humiliated."
" You must excuse him ; you see that your

coming here in the dead of night would look
rather queer to any one who did not know
about you and, of course, nobody here dreamt
that you are my wife. Well, since you feel
unwilling to he left alone, I will engage a room
for you, and you must make yourself as comfortableas possible till 1 come back.
Tho room was hooij ready, and Grace was

left to think over the events of her reception.
Seymour rejoined his companions. He felt
himself a very ill-used, unfortunate man. Hy
an odd perversion of ideas, ho regarded Graco as

in some way the instigator of their secret marriage,and himself as u victim inveigled into
VIJU jiiwruuill^. OUUll »* 111^ vim v unc, UD vwvn

justly indignant at having her thrust upon
him.in the very hour, too, of hi* extremest
need A if for keeping her with him, that was
out of the question, his debts amounted to
more than all his earthly possessions would
hring in the market, and it was useless to look
for help from hi* father. Grace must go home
again, and nobody should know of the connectionbetween them till some future time, (indefinite,)whon they could live aa became people
of their station. Ho now realiml what a Hilly
act their marriage bad t»oen ; why could they
not have waited just as well without it?
When, at last, he withdrew from the convivialgroup, and sought Grace, to arrange with

Iter his plan of action, he waH in a rather irritablemood.quite disposed to suy harsh thing*,
and find fault on every hand but the sight of
the fair, sad face, which he had known mo

bright and cboerful, moved bis ln-art to pity.
" My deareMt Grace.'' he Maid, drawing her

tenderly toward hirn, " how I wish we oould
itay together we might then leave your father
to oome hi hiw senses in hie own good time.
Hut an it is, my love. I don't Hupport myself,
and 1 cannot hoc anv way but to write to him.
aud a*k him to take you back again. You
uuiHt Mend a very eloquent letter, and May all
that will l>e likelv to move him You look
turprised. liraoo but, upon my honor, I know
jf no other way to manage."
^Anything but that' she exclaimed, paslidHtoly; " how can I l*?g him to take me

hack ? Oh, Henry, you should not ask me to
Jo it. It would he of no service, either; hu
will never forgive me us long as he lives, I felt
that the night he Mcnt me from him."

" He was verv angry then, you Nee," persistedSeymour; ' he has heen sorry enough since,
dare say, and will lie delighted with a good

excuse to make friends again."
" I ahall never give htm the exooae," ahe on-

twered ; " if he had been merciful, or even juat
hi hi* augur. I would not complain; he hail
reaaon to ho angry But he would not lieten
to my entreatii-a; be would not hear the explanationthat 1 tried to make; he ibrhadu me
svon to aee my mother for the laat time. If I
liad heen the virier to wbiuh he likened mo, I
jould not have been more oompletely apurncd.
Now he niuat make the advanoea everything
muat come from him; I would not utter the*
Srat word of contrition, no, not if 1 were on my
lying bed "

Seymour aaw that her reaolutiou waa find
' W hat are we to do, then I" he aakad ' It

a very alow work for a young lawyer to
0
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into business. 1 can toll you. Ah 1 said before.
I have not |>aid expenses sinoe 1 caino here
Very unluckily, too, my father in a good deal
vexed junt now. at having some bill* of none
forwarded to him ho that I am really afraid
to rifk thin new demand upon hi* purse Vet
there in no other resource

"

' Yes there is." said Grace, ' 1 can teach
music, or give drawing lessons, and we can be
very economical."

"Indeed! an if I would have my wife a music
teacher! You must not think of such a thing
No, we must wait: I will write to the Governor
in a day or two. lie will )>e angry enough, at
first; but he'll cool oft' after a while, and come
down with something handsome, I've no doubt.
So cheer up, darling I cannot bear to see you
look so sorrowful.''

" 1 do not like to be dej»endent upon your
father," objected Grace; " is there no other
way ' We could be very prudent"

Yes, if we had anything to lie prudent upon
If I could not take care of myself, 1 canuot of
you and, as to being dependent on hina, he in
our father, and we are his children, and we
should have it all, some day. at any rate (t is
only generous to give him a chance to nee us

enjoy it."
Grace smiled, and said Do more. A plan had

suddenly entered lier wind, by which she hoped
to render Urrself, at least, vjuite independent of
unwilling aid

" How surprised thine follow* will he when I
introduce them to my wife," said Seymour;
"you must look your best, Grace, and do credit
to tuy choice." i

And she did. so far as brilliancy and beauty
were concerned She loved Seymour with all
the strength of a tirst affection ; with him, she

forgother father's anger, almost her mother's
sorrow: when he spoke,the ''still small voice"
of Conscience was unheeded She would not
look forward into tho future, nor hack into the
past.the present, with its wealth of joy and
love, sufficed her.

Seymour was very well content; the friends
whom he had presented to his wife were in
rantorcN with lier lie was cm.i/rntiilnt.i>il mm il

very lucky fellow, ami informed that he dill
uuito right to secure such a priie. in any way
that offered. It wan astonishing how much
Grace'6 charms increased in his eyes when he
found that every one else admired her. Then,
she was entirely devoted to him; and the same

tiling that in an unattractive woman would
have been pronounced a bore, (tattered his
vanity and raised his self-esteem when it came
from her. He began to think himself as fortu- 1

nate as people called him. and was in excellent 1

humor with the w hole world.except. jhtIiujis,
his tradesmen, whom he found it hard to satiety
with promises instead of pay.

For some weeks after Grace's arrival, they
boarded in the Hotel, the most expensive
house in tho city. Seymour hud enough by
him to carry them through a month or two,
and by that time lie hoped for supplies from

"his father. He was of a very hopeful turn of
mind, and no sooner found courage to state to
that resected patent the difficulties in which
he was involved, than those difficulties seemed
to vanish. A pleasing conviction grew upon
him, that the old gentleman would, after a

little unim|sirt&nt wrath, agree to make the
best of things, and wild on his benediction, and
a check filled out in goodly numbers Thou
tliey would go to housekeeping.Grace's father
would relent, and she would enter society. Oh,
yes, it was all very nicely and pleasantly arranged.

I) .A *1.- U I I *1 »» J' J 1. I A.
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speedily, itiid Seymour's financial ufl'uirs approachedu crisis. In ft mood of heroic selfsacrificeho parted with his fine horse, his costly
dressing-case, and various expensive articles of
hijoutcrio ; Ins diamond shirt-buttons were replacedby plain gold studs, and his splendid
cbroiuuiiutcr by one of simple make and cheap
material. This done, he was quite in funds,
and felt himself equal to any emergency. In
vain did Grace represent the propriety of movingto a less expensive alusle; Seymour assureif
her that his father's letter would arrive before
the money was half gone and, even if it did
not, ho could manage. The recent unusual
effort at self-denial inspired him with groat
confidence in his own resources.

Grace wrote to her mother, stating that alio
was well, aud quite happy, and longed to hear
from homo. It there had lioen none but. Carolineto read the letter, or know itscontonts. she
would liavo said what she felt.that she rogrettedlior disobedience, and wished much for
a reconciliation. She feared, however, that her
father would think she meant to ask for hu
forgiveness, and that she had determined never
to do Stilj, she looked earnestly for her moth-
or h reply, hoping that it would contain wmie
kind word, some message tlmt would l o a harbingerof peace and forgiveness.
When her husband entered their room, one

morning, with a letter in his hand, she started
up joyfully hut, alas! it wax only the expected
epistle from her father in-law.

"I have not 0|M'ned it yet," aaid Seymour;
" I thought we would have the pleasuro of
reading it together."

" Are you Htire that it contains gisal nows ' "

asked (iruce
" Why, yes.I hope ho, at least We ahull

soon see how it is, at any rate.''
He ran his eye rapidly over the sheet.
" ' Dear son .' notch surprised and displeased,hut reflection has convinced me'. Miss

Lindley is a charming girl'.lot that go. wo

can road it afterwards; here is the important
point ' I shall now make you a yearly allowance,sufficient to enable you to keep house, or

board, in a plain respectable manner'.the
devil! 'If you have the elements of success in
your character, you etui soon muke your inoomewhat you wish it Many a young man
who has started in lif'o without a jstnny, arid
without half your talents, has made a fortune
merely by patient industry and attention to
busim-sM it will ho strange, therefore, if you
cannot make one, with the very material uid
which tins allowance will give you You most
oxpcct no further assistance from ine; if you
do as you can and ought, you will not need it;
and as fir encouraging you in indolent, extrav-
agant liabiw, I liiiv done that long enough.'
What pruning.when will lie come to the
point' Ah, here it m 'The mini I have fixed
ujion ah Hiiitahle m hundred a yeAr'

" The old miner!" cried Seymour, throwing
down the letter in dinguMt; " doen he think we
can Huljeint upon that beggarly pittance,
hundred a year? Yen, it will keen u«j very
'plainly and respectably'.upon checne-paringH' Kxtravagunt hahiU'' tie hoe guarded
againnt thern pretty effectually thin time! It's
Hhameful.perfectly outrageouM."

'I do not think mo, at all," remonstrated
Grace, "your father Iioh done tnore than we
had any right to expect And, look, you were
in Much hoMte that you did not road the cloning
paragraph ; he nava he will pay all your debt*
up to the preeent date."

" Doen he, indeed' They are a good deal
larger than he think* for, tiiat ia one oomfort.
I khoold like to wie him when the lull* come
in Good Lord! what a rueful face he'll wear! "

" You do very wrong to M||iehk of your father
in that way," aaid Grace, aeriouiily, " and it
surprint* me to hear you."

" You du very wrong to take your hunband
up in that way, returned Seymour, mimicking
her tone; "and it surpriita* me to hear you
Who would have thoughtof jour being the ooe
to quote ' Honor jour father and mother t' "

" Whj not?'' hIio itnked, aoinewhut nottled
at Iiiu tone,

" Bccaunc jour example hardly carried out
jour precept. I fear jou forgot the commandmentwhen jou honored me with thie prottj
hand." And he rained the jewelled finger* to
hi* lipn.

Grace felt half offended ; jet, annhe told her*elf,nho had no right to l»e to; ehe had only
heard the truth, and it wa« not unkindly uttered,either.

[TO et CONTINUED.]
Praiee, when judidoueW heetowod, tend* to

encourage every one in the pureuit of exuellenoc
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LORD MORPETH'S PREFACE TO AN ENGLISH
EDITION OF UNCLE TOM S CABIN

Tito following Preface to an edition of Uncle
roiu'e Cabin, recently published in London
vas written by Lord Mor[»oth, Karl of Carlisle

I have been requested to write a few linen of
Preface for a reprint of that very remarkable
rook, Unci.k Tom's Cabin. However flattered
might have felt by Much a protmsal, under

»ny circumstances, I should nrohanly have dcdinodto comply with it, if it bad rcferrod to
iny other book, or any other subject.For, t rut, with regard to the l»ook.

It* merits, in point of composition, and in its
ivowod ebaracter of a work of Action, thoughbunded upon an actual Mtata of society, and
rhtvtoH of eotemporary eventH and characters,
iro sufficiently patent to every class of its
marly unparalleled amount of readers. In this
particular alone, its appcaranoo has made a
lind of ejtoch in the literary, as well as, I trust,
n the moral history of the time. The mention
>f the hare reading would, indeed, afford a most
inadequate measure of the extraordinary im-
pression which it has made upon the publicmind and sympathy Few aro the societies in
......... .. ..wo uw >m> mmu vinii' |nmi mrmt'U tiic

staple topic of conversation ; and I have had
tho opportunity of knowing, in startling contrast,of the violent outburst of tears which it
has excited in sonic of the loftiest regions ol
r»ur social life, and in the ohscurn cottages of
hard-working and tinjxilmhod laborers and
miners.

It would ls» easy, if it wore not wholly sujierlluous,to dilate on the qualities which have
produced such a concurrence, and such an intensityof interest and admiration.the gayhumor, the tender pathos, the skill, mi various,
so delicate, so masterly, displayed in the delineationof diameter.recalling to tho reader*
their foremost favorites, hut surely without anydegree of servile imitation. In Aunt Chine,and much of the interior economy of the Shelbyhousehold, anil especially in the bright, blueeyedKva, have we not repeated glimpses of
Mr Charles Dickens ? In tho tea-table dialogueof the Ohio Senator and his wife, and in
the self portraying complaints of Mrs. St.
Clare, arc we not. vividly reminded of our admirableMiss Austen? 1 think Toimy maychallenge tho honors of entire originality But
behind and above all these playful graces or
brilliant gifts of the author, like her own Niagara'smain torrent behind its silver spray, its
emerald crest, its saffron rainbow, rushes and
thunders on her mighty moral, the stream oi
overwhelming, irresistible, eternal Truth

Neither will I he tempted to pause upon a

point, which I made the subject of respectful
remonstrance in a loiter which I uddiessed to
the writer, in thanking her lor the copy of her
work nhe had been good enough to send to mo
I refer to what appeared to mo a singular want
of knowledge, and. therefore, a failure of justioe, in speaking of the general condition of our
fmor in Kngland. To ns, who know what tho
real state and facts of the ease are. this is of
comparatively little importance and an there
is much, undoubtedly, i«»r us to mend, it maynut ha amiss that wo should have mattera
diown to (in under a still darker shadow than
legitimately attends them It ih of importancetiowovcrrtnni the proprietor* of siarea should
not he encouraged to lay the unction to their
ouls, that the common run of mechanic* and
laborers of Kngland are on a level of sufferingtnd degradation with the slave* on a rice
iwatnp in Carolina, or at a sugar-crop time in
Louisiana. This line of argument has been
moat cogently taken up hy a very accomplishedFriend of mine, Mr Helps, in a paj*r which hanpfiearodin Fraser» Magazine, and I have
reason to know that Mm. Boecher Stowe hits
;xpressed herself on the auhjeot with the fairnewand candor which might be expected from
lior. I am convinced that the motive which
principally guided her was a wish not to leave
jut of sight any ground upon which the advo
sates of slavery might fairly, or even plausibly,rest; and she states that her own point of view
was materially influenced, I must say very yylnrally, by the representations eontaindl^n
sane of the most popular current literature nnd
jratory of our own country.
As was to he ex|>octc<] the shout of praiseind chorus of approbation with which this

work has been received amongst us generalMid loud on thoy have !>een, and are, have still
not hcen perfectly unanimous. While noble
justice has been rendered to it by some of the
looat enlightened organs of public opinion m
ttio country, I cannot dissemble my regret tlinl
in the must powerful of nil, u notice of it htm
itppeared, instinct, an I must say it appear* d
to me, with all the susceptibility, the sourness
and the jealousy of the Nlaveholding and slu
very-fostering system itself. My chief eonsolatiooin, that it did not appear in the Hnmo

portion of the pa[*>r, and therefore, I am willingto Hatter myeelf, could not have lieen iniit»dby the seine jams aa those articlee, which, I
more especially within a recent period, end
u|>oii topics connected with the tiolitic* of Kuro[ic,while they have l>eeii mod*!* of Englishi}oiu|>oaition, have breathed the nioet generousipirit of Kuglieh freedom
The only mode in which detraction ventured

to approach Uncle Tom, is to set out with ad
nutting the merits of its style and composition,and then to charge it with general exaggeratioei. I fear, undoubtedly it is hut too true,that human nature will not. under any of its
modifications, present us with many tyj»ea of
Uncle Tom nor, I hope, on the other hand,
with many of Mr. Legrec. But take this humannature, such as we observe it in the world
immediately around ourselves, such as we feel
it within our uwn bosoms.put it in contact
with tbs recognised codes and published laws
ol slaveholdiug States.impregnate it with the
habits and maxims of the surrounding socioty.
transfer it, apart from check and observation,
to the remote plantation and obscure barraoooti,and without resorting to works of fiction,
or dreams of the imagination, work out for
youraalfthe inevitable result Let me adduce,
as among the most cursory and incidental, and
apparently trivial, of the many illustrations
which constantly presented themselves, one


